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months will soon be over,' he said, 'and per-
haps you will come back to me, and I shall be
glad again.' Meantime he will write charming
letters to me, Pm sure.

"Would any girl take a parting like that?
No; she would be jealous and envious, and
wonder why you were enjoying yourself in the
South while she was condemned to live in the
rainy, cold North. Would she ask you to tell
her of all the beautiful girls you met, and
whether they were charming and bright, as the
boy asked me to tell him of all the interesting
people I should meet, so that he, too, might
take an interest in them? A girl in his place
would have been ill with envy and malice and
jealousy. Again I repeat, you don't know what
a high romantic passion is."

"Your argument is illogical," I cried, "if
the girl is jealous, it is because she has given
herself more completely: her exclusiveness is
the other side of her devotion and tenderness;
she wants to do everything for you, to be with
you and help you in every way, and in case of
illness or poverty or danger, you would find
how much more she had to give than your red-
breeched soldier."

"That's merely a rude gibe and not an argu-
ment, Frank."

"As good an argument as your 'cats,'" I